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LaWalohn
Corsette
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La Walohn Corsette has prov-
en a real necessity to a perfect
fitting gown.
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one, being perfectly adjustable, La Walohn
Cormnmyraeﬁﬂcdnu to any e. It
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. The light, ai il % .
| La Waltha'ss made—Dr, Deimel Linen Mesh
; has caused it to be called

“The garment that

breathes.” P
with improved Walohn,
which keeps the garment
in permanent shapeliness.
Y our dealer can supply
Walohn Corsette, if
msist on them. Sells
$1.50 and $2.00.
We also make other Bras-
"X\ siere styles, in batiste, em-
_ adery, etc., at 50c

AN\ upwards.

Send for
Style Book
Our new Brassere
Booklet tells how
to impart style and
grace in any gown
You may wear.
request
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DR.J. PARKER PRAYS

g TOILET PREPARATIONS

No. 1912 Guaranteed under
the FOOD and DRUG ACT, B
Fune 30, 1gob. -

ESTABLISHED 1868

CREAM VAN OLA

For softening and whit- g
ening the skin. Feeds [g
and nourishes the tis-
sues and is considered
the standard by the fastidious,
Jars, 25 cents.

ROSALINE

Cannot be detected, gives the
face and nails a delicate rose tint
that is truly beautiful. ROSA-
LINE is notaffected by perspira-
tion or displaced by bathing.
Jars, 25 cents.

ONGOLINE

Bleaches and cleans the nails,
removes ink, hosiery and glove
stains from the skin; guaranteed
harmless, Bottles, 50 cents

Send stamp for illustrated catalogue of prices.
Goods sent on receipt of price and postage.

DR. J. PARKER PRAY (0.

Bole Manufacturers and Proprietors

10 and 12 East 23d Sireet

When accidents happen on the 4th
of July, or any_other time, think firs?

of Dioxogen. Its prompt application
to a cut, a wound, a burn or any
break in the skin, prevemts infection.
Infection causes blood poisoning, the
consequences of which no one can
foretell. Be prepared for any emer-
gency by having a bottle of Dioxogen
always ready for use. Sold by all drug
dealers. Send for free 2-0z. introduc-
tory bottle with complete directions,

The Oakland Chemical Co.
107 Froat Street, New York, N. Y,
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THE OBSESSION

head. He picked up the guitar. “It was a
stupid story, wasn't it?”

THE next few days were very hard to get

through. If he really cared, I never
thought he could give me up so easily; but
he was as hard as a rock. He set his lips, and
went to work, and never looked at me again.
I didn't expect to be taken so at my word—
and the cruise was drawing to a close! I was
dreadfully unhappy.

And then I had Thomas on my hands. 1
don’t suppose he was having a very good
time, either; but 1 wasn't caring much
about that. Thomas was pulled two ways.
On the one hand my eccentricities scared
him out of his wits; but on the other hand he
had gone too far to back out, and Father and
Mother were waiting to give us their blessing.

FIN ALLY the last night came around. The

Lorelei was lying in West River, and next
day we were to run up to Sparrows Point,
and so home. I thought I should never see
French again, and my heart was about
broken. Also Thomas was unpleasantly ar-
dent.

The moon was full now. It rose like an
immense pale Japanese lantern out of the
bay. Thomas and I were in the stern as
usual, and French was away up in the bow.
He had left the guitar below.

“Our last night!” Thomas began in his
most sentimental tones.

I shuddered at what was coming. “Last
night the nightingale woke me,” I murmured
foolishly—that was one of French's songs.

“You're not paying attention,” Thomas
complained.

“Paying attention!” I said crossly. “My
head 1s going round like a revolving cage
with a squirrel in it—and you're not the
squirrel,” I added under my breath.

“I don't believe it,” said Thomas. “You're
as sensible as I am.”

This was pretty good for Thomas. “Thank
you,” I said sweetly.

“You're just putting me off!” he whim-
pered.

“Where?” 1 asked.

“Oh, Erda, be serious!” he said, trying to
take my hand.

“Mustn't,” I said.
Lizzie.”

“How?” he asked.

“Aunt Lizzie always said her hands
weren't finished and mustn't be disturbed.”

But my imaginary Aunt Lizzie had lost
her terrors. “I don’t care if your whole fam-
ily was crazy!” Thomas blurted out.

I got up and walked to the end of the rail.
I should explain that the after deck of the
Lorelei was encircled by a stout rail. It
ended amidships, and there was a place
there by the davits where you could step
right off.

I stood there hanging to the rail and
looking off at the moonlight on the water.
Did you ever, when you were bothered
about something and couldn’t sleep, try
imagining yourself floating in calm, cool
water? Try it sometime, and see how
quickly you fall asleep. I thought of that
then. There were all my troubles pressing
on me, and at my feet the delicious water.
The river was as smooth as oil, and its sur-
face had a lovely dusty effect in the moon-
light. Besides, I had been in only once that
day and my dress was ready for the wash.

Thomas came up and tried to put his arm
around me. He was so clumsy! “I'm going
to kiss you!” he said.

I felt it coming like a hot blast over the
desert. I had already slipped my feet out
of my best white pumps. I just stepped off.

I stiffened my body and went straight
down. The embrace of the water charmed
away all my troubles. When I came up I
could have sung for joy. I struck out for
the moon.

“I'm like poor Aunt

EHIND me I heard a cry and a splash like
a cow falling in, and I knew Thomas

was after me. Poor Thomas! he hated the
water at night. Then I heard a clean cut
splash like a round stone dropping in, and
I knew French had dived. I had no doubt
about which one would catch me first.

He soon came up. “Are vou all right?”
he asked anxiously.

“Sure!” I said. I couldn’t think of any-
thing romantic.

“Put your hand on my shoulder, if you're
tired,” he said.

I wasn't; but I put it there. He turned
his head and kissed it.

“Where are we going?” he asked.

“To the moon!” I said.

He understood. “Good old water!
old moon!” he cried.
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We swam for a little while, and then we
heard a frightened cry behind us.

“By Gad! Iforgot Thomas!™ French cried.

So had I. We turned and raced back.
Halfway to the Lorelei we came upon him
floundering and gasping, just about all in.
French took him under one arm, I under the
other, and we shoved him back to the ladder
like two tugs with a waterlogged barge.
There his terrified father and mother hauled
him aboard.

“My hero!” cried his mother.

French and I loitered in the water. It
so beautiful we couldn’t bear to go in. His
arm came stealing around me in the most
natural way possible, and he caught me to
him tight.

“Mermaid! he whispered. “I just can't
keep it to myself! I love you! I love you!”

As for me, I just kissed him on his strong
brown neck.

Fancy! That was the picture that met
the eyes of Mr. and Mrs. Bunting when they
came rushing back to pull me out. Their
eyes almost popped out of their heads.
Goodness! what a moment!

MY dear, when we got on deck there was

the most dreadful scene! Everybody
—but French—talked at once, and no one
paid the least attention to what anyone else
said. Mrs. Bunting wept, and the old man
used language. The two of them joined in
calling my poor French the worst names they
could lay their tongues to,—“Ingrate! Up-
start!” and so on like that. The old man
discharged French about five times in a
minute. I tried my best to explain; but I
couldn't make myself heard. French took
it all in silence, looking adorably pale and
dangerous.

As for Thomas—you would have died if
you could have seen him! There he stood
with his hair in his eyes, and his clothes
clinging to him, full to the brim with salt
water, very groggy, very dignified, and try-
ing his best to look like a hero. When he got
through his muddled head what had hap-
pened, he pulled me aside. He had a des-
perate, foolish expression like a clown.

“Erda, you—you can’t care about this
fellow!” he spluttered.

My dear, I can tell you about it now calm-
ly enough; but at the time, with everybody
going at once, I lost my head completely.
I didn’t know what I was saying. I found
myself murmuring slowly:

Hickory, dickory dock,
The mouse ran up the clock;
The clock struck one,
And down it run;
Hickory, dickory, dock!

“There's a mistake in grammar, isn't
there?” I asked wildly.

Thomas shrank from me as if I had the
plague. He turned to his father and mother,
who were still abusing poor French. “Stop!”
he said hurriedly. “It’s all right!”

They turmmed to him in amazement.
Thomas put on a grand air—and him drip-
ping wet, my dear! “I have given up my
pretensions to the hand of Miss Hammill,”

he said. “Let French go in and win if he
can.”
“But, Thomas!” cried his father and

mother together.

“Let us say no more about it,” said
Thomas. “I have changed my mind. 1
will explain in private.”

Mr. Bunting shrugged, and curtly begged
French's pardon. Mrs. Bunting was more
firmly convinced than ever that her Thomas
was a hero. We went below and changed.

That’s about all, Dear. The funniest
thing was Mrs. Bunting's scared and pitying
manner toward me, after Thomas had pre-
sumably made his explanations. I can hear
the dear little lady saying to her friends as
she casts up her eyes, “What a narrow escape
for dear Thomas!”

We landed at Sparrows Point next day,
and I have not seen the Buntings since. Mr.
Bunting has made it all right with French—
I expect he needs him in the business. . . .
Isn’t it a love of a ring? . . . The dear boy!

LAM'D THIS KID ALSO

HE first week of school this spring one of
* the new teachers took her class in

natural history for a Saturday afternoon
outing through a park. On Monday she
was elaborating on what they had seen.

“And now,” said she, “while we are speak-
ing of sheep, can anyone of vou tell me the
names of the male, the female, and the off-
spring?”

“I kin, Teacher,” volunteered the class
star. “It's Ram the Daddy, Dam the Mam-
my, and Lam the Kid.”

THE BEST WAY TO
USE SOAP

Sanitary and
Economical

Safe and private as
your own toothbrush

No possibility of infection from other users as with all cake
50,000 of the best lowes, clubs, hotels, office buildings, etc:ﬂ
world over, have installed the

WATROUS LIQUID
SOAP FIXTURE

“The Modern Soap Convenience”

Consists of nickel plated lracket and glass globe for liquid soap.
A slight upward pressure delivers the soap. Simple, durable, mom-
tipable, non-corrosive. Graceful design. Easily attached.

A variety of styles at low prices. We supply Watrous Pure
Liquid Soap, adyainl)'. delightful sterilized soap, scented or um-
scented, at low cost. FREE—Illustrated booklet, giving prices
and particulars. Some good territory open for live representatives.
Write today.

THE WATROUS COMPANY
1661 FISHER BLDG. CHICAGO

We also manufacture the Watrous Bubbling
Drinking Fountain. Wrile for illustraled folder

“Mum”

is indispensable to the toilet of fastidious men
and women. By neutralizing it, <* Mum*’

takes all odor

out of perspiration

—in fact, it removes all personal odors,
retaining the after-bath sweetness of the
skin throughout the work and exertion

of the day.

Applied in a moment. Very little is needed at a time.
* Mum ' cannot injure skin or clothes; and does not
interfere with the most elusive perfume.

25c at drug- and department-stores. If your -
dealer hasn’t ** Mum ', send us his name and
25 cents and we'll send you a jar postpaid.

“Mum '’ Mfg Co 1106 Chestnut St Philadelphia

the ball, put ** 3-in-
One" oil on your
glove; softens the
leather so the ball
sticks right in the center; makes your glove look
twice as good and wear four times as long. Get
a sample bottle free from 3-IN-ONE OIL CO.
42 A. K. B. Broadway, New York City

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISIN

Your advertisement inserted
in the classified column of

ASSOCIATED SUNDAY MAGAZINES

will be placed upon the library table of morethan
thirteen hundred thousand homes each week.

RATE, $4.00 per line.

Smallest space sold, 4 lines—largest 12 lines.
No fakes or extravagant copy accepted.

1 Madison Avenue, N. Y. Record-Herald Bldg., Chicage

CORPORATIONS

INCORT'ORATE YOUR BUSINESS IN ARIZONA,
Least Cost. Transact business, keep books anywhere. Pres-
ident Stoddard, former Secretary of Arizona. Free laws,
liy-l.aws and Forms. Reference: Any Bank in Arizona.
Stoddard Incorporating Company, Box Boo, Phoenix, Arizona.

FOR WOMEN

MATERNITY GOWNS-—Artistic, comfortable, adjust-
able in every part. Send for cuts, price list, etc. The Dell-
gance Gown Co., Manufacturers of Maternity Gowns, In-
valids’ Robes, House Frocks, 1357 Downing St., Denver, Col,




